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THE ALDINE. 



was again deprived of reason. Happily this dpubt 
soon ceased. A cry of terror, and these words : 
" He lives ! " uttered distinctly enough for me to 
hear, put all beyond doubt. The noise and bustle 
became general, and some voice exclaimed : " E 



has fainted : raise him up, carry him hence that he 
may not, when he opens his eyes, first behold his 
friend." Orders, exclamations, cries of joy and sur- 
prise, increased every instant: all that I now recall 
is, that I was lifted out of my coffin, and, before a 
good fire, was completely brought to life, and found 
myself surrounded by friends. After some weeks I 
was restored to health ; I had seen death 
as near as possible, and \\\y lips had 
touched the bitter portion which one 
day I must yet drink to the last drop. 



One Spring morning Jackey finished a wonderful 
pink satin dress for a wonderfully wealthy lady. As 
it hung over a chair and trailed on the floor, the 
little dressmaker, walking around it, enveloped her- 
self in a rosy atmosphere, where satin robes and 
luxury were a part of her life. John screeched under 
the window just then. Jacqueline flung it open and 
scolded him shamefully. He passed her back the 
pint-cup and went away mournful. She turned 
about, stumbled, dropped the cup, and the milk 
streamed over the pink satin dress. When the 
wonderfully wealthy lady found out the mischief 



A SKETCH WITHOUT A MORAL. 

ANNETTE L. NOBLE. 

A pink satin gown, with a white lace 
flounce, hung before a shop on the shady 
side of the street. The satin gown was 
muddy on the bottom and stained on the 
sleeves. The lace flounce was yellow ; 
but not with the tint that lovers of old 
lace admire. As to the shop itself, you 
could learn about that in the left-hand 
corner of The Morning Mercury: "Mr. 
and Mrs. Nevins, dealers in second-hand 
clothing. Liberal prices paid for cast-off 
garments. Mrs. Nevins always ready to 
attend to ladies." In the twilight of 
the long shop aisle, hung with flutter- 
ing finery, Mr. and Mrs. Nevins had the 
look of ghouls gloating over the raiment of beau- 
ties, whom they may have torn limb from limb and 
horribly made way with. It is not easy to believe 
that these lank silks — these threadbare velvets — 
have shimmered under soft lights, swayed to sweet 
dance-music, and now are here, tattered and draggled. 
But this hook-nosed Nevins and his oily-faced wife 
are no ghouls : he buys old clothes at bargains ; she 
washes off the dirt of gutters, covers up wine-stains, 
and sells them over again. Now for the story of the 
pink satin gown : 

It begins on a Spring morning with a little dress- 
maker, whose cheeks were like the blush-roses the 
milkman used to 
bring her ; for Jac- 
queline had a sen- 
timental milkman. 
He seemed only a 
stalwart country- 
fellow to other 
people ; but much 
talk and a large 
number of tickets 
had often passed 
between John and 
the coquettish little 
dressmaker. She 
knew he cherished 
a passion for her — 
a strong one for a 
man to feel who 
lived by peddling 
milk and water. 
Several times he 
had come all the 
way from his rural 
home and taken ■ 
her on holiday ex- 
cursions. She was 
very amiable to 
him then ; but of- 
ten, on work-days, 
Jackey was quite 
cross, and would 
put her little milk- 
pitcher out on the window, where John must fill it 
himself: then, although he rang his bell and screeched 
like a steam-whistle, Jackey used to lower her head 
quite out of sight, and run for a glimpse of the tin cans 
just before John turned the corner. Matters went on 
in this way until he was well nigh distracted. He was 
very straightforward in his proceedings. He could 
not see why Jacqueline would not pack her small 
trunk, put it into the back of his cart, and go home 
with him as Mrs. John. Jacqueline meant to do that 
very thing some time ; but first she had to be flighty 
and tease the young'man. 




MOUNT QUARANTANA. 

done, she was inexpressibly angry. She vowed that 
Jacqueline must buy the gown of her. The little 
French girl could not have done it in a year; yet the 
lady gave her a week only in which to find the 
money. She cried herself nearly crazy ; and, to 
crown her affliction, John deserted her. At least, 
after his scolding, the young man came quietly and 
departed unseen — for four days. At the end of that 
time he discovered Jackey in the window, wan as a 
nun after penance.. How the cream must have arisen 
in those tin cans, if the milk was pure, that morning. 
John went in and sat two hours in Jacqueline's work- 
room — sat in felicity — while the mayor's wife's twins 



That is the end of Jacqueline; for it is the pink 
gown whose story we are telling. 

A beautiful woman bought the dress, and paid its 
full price without a word — bought it with money un- 
earned by labor, yet given her by no father, brother 
or husband ; money that, before it bought the dress, 
had bought a soul ; for souls are bought as often as 
silk and satin. The pink robe saw the world after 
that. It danced and rode, he'd dice and cards in its 
pocket, caught in its folds the odor of cigars and 
wine: heard and saw things which, if it could have 
whispered to passers-by, as it fluttered from the peg 
at Mrs. Nevins' door, one side of the 
street would have been thronged — which 
side I can not tell : people hate evil tales 
— and love them, too. 

In time the lady grew less beautiful, 
her money grew less plenty, and the 
satin dress lost its shine and freshness. 
One night (let no one be shocked at the 
poor taste of the thing) the pink robe 
served for a shroud. The once beautiful 
woman took poison, and another woman 
found her dead. But there was use yet 
in the world for the dress. It found its 
way (nobody cared to own it about that 
time) to a pawnbroker's, from whence it 
was never redeemed. The pawnbroker's 
wife was an Irish woman ; and, when she 
had a chance, she sold the dress, at a 
bargain, to her cousin Biddy O'Donivan. 
The pink of the satin was to Bridget's 
complexion what the tint of a peach- 
blossom is to a boiled lobster; never- 
theless, Pat MacLaughlin said not so, 
when Bridget gave her midsummer 
party. The people of the grand house being 
absent for the season, Biddy pined for a "bit of a 
lark." She had slept in the spare chamber, 
pounded on the pianos and worn her mistress' 
clothes. It was some satisfaction to have, at last, a 
rousing Irish dance in the parlors ; to see scores of 
her cousins with their brogans on the brocatelle ; to 
let them guzzle gin and water in the picture-gallery, 
until her own MacLaughlin hugged her ,pink satin 
waist and slipped under the sofa in a tipsy rapture. 
However, that dress pinched her healthy vitals so out- 
rageously, and tripped her up with its trail so per- 
sistently, that when the season ended Bridget O'Don- 
ivan sold it to 
Nevins, the old- 
clothes dealer, for 
seventy-five cents 
and a set of hoops. 
Thus endeth the 
story of a pink 
satin dress. It had 
to do with love-life, 
fast-life, and low- 
life ; but there is 
no soul to a dress, 
and no moral to 
its story. 




PAPYRUS SWAMP ON THE UPPER JORDAN. 

howled for their milk-bottles, and scores ot kitchen- 
girls watched for him wrathfully. When he remem- 
bered his duties and resumed his rounds, Jacqueline 
knew where to get her money, and John knew where 
to get his wife. 

The little dressmaker made only two more dresses 
that season. One was the pink satin, which, skil- 
fully remodeled, turned out* as handsome as ever ; 
the other was her own wedding dress. The pink 
satin Avas displayed in her show-case, and sold the 
first week of its exhibition. The wedding dress she 
wore a few weeks later, when John took her home. 



Sunset in the 
Mountains. — At 
first there comes a 
flood of rosy light, 
like the ruby's flash 
or the sapphire's 
blaze, and a circ- 
let of flaming peaks 
studs the horizon. 
It looks as if a 
great conflagration 
were about to be- 
gin. But suddenly 
the light fades, and 
piles of cold pale 
white rise above 
you. You would 
scarce believe them to be the same mountains. But, 
quick as the lightning, the flash comes again. A 
flood of glory rolls once more along their sum- 
mits. It is a last and mighty blaze. You feel as if it 
were a struggle for life — as if it were a war waged by 
spirits of darkness against those celestial forms. The 
struggle is over ; the darkness has prevailed. These 
mighty mountain tombs are extinguished, one after 
one ; and cold ghastly piles of sepulchral hue, which 
you shiver to look up at, and which remind you of 
the dead, rise still and calm in the firmanent above 
you. — Dr. Wylie. 



